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Editorial

​


By Mark
Lord

 


I would like to
welcome you to the first issue of Fantasy Short Stories. If
you are reading this then you have either bought a copy or are
thinking of doing so, in which case thank you!

Fantasy
Short Stories is a new publication established with the aim of
publishing the best short stories in Heroic, Epic, and High
Fantasy, and with plenty of Swords and Sorcery thrown in. Although
many of our authors may be unknown to you, we aim to set high
standards for publication, and to discover some great new talent in
the world of fantasy fiction.

Fantasy
Short Stories will provide a safe haven for all lovers of
proper fantasy – we wave garlic maces in
the face of all urban vampires. If you want tales of magic, dragons
and sword-play then Fantasy Short Stories is for you. We
love the work of writers such as George R. R. Martin, Michael
Moorcock, Lord Dunsany, J. R. R. Tolkien, Gene Wolfe, Jack Vance,
Roger Zelazny, Joe Abercrombie, Ursula Le Guin, Robin Hobb and
David Gemmell, and hope that you do too.

Fantasy
Short Stories will initially be published as an eBook available
for devices such as Kindle, Nook, Kobo and Sony eReaders etc. As we
are a small start-up publication we can’t be certain yet about how
many issues a year we will publish, so subscriptions aren’t
currently available, but you will be able to purchase individual
copies.

So what’s in
the first issue?

Our first story
is ‘The Dying Elf’ by Mike Pielaet-Strayer, in which Oberon
the swordsman watches a young elf die on the battlefield and tries
to come to grip with his own humanity.

‘The Empty
Dark’ by C. L. Holland tells the story of Korix and Leveri,
who are far from home, farther than either of them could have
imagined. As they search for a way back they discover it's not only
children who should be afraid of the dark.

In ‘Demon
Stone’ by Jake Scholl when his kingdom and his wife are held
ransom by an evil sorcerer, King Dagr goes on a quest to give the
sorcerer what he wants. At what cost is Dagr willing to go to save
his kingdom?

Noeleen
Kavanagh’s ‘The Pivot’ is about two boys who are thrown
together in a chance encounter that turns their world upside
down.

In ‘Sparrows
Falling’ by Gretchen Tessmer a black sorcerer and a foreign
enchantress practise their arts in a castle on the borderlands.
 But when the lady locks herself in her tower, even the
servants know something's amiss in Grendl Castle. 

I hope that you
enjoy the first issue of Fantasy Short Stories. Please get
in touch and let me know what you think!

 


 


 


Mark Lord

Editor of
Fantasy Short Stories

 


Email:
fantasyss.editor@gmail.com

Website:
http://fantasyshortstories.org/

Twitter:
http://twitter.com/FantasyShorts

 


 


The Dying
Elf

​


By Mike
Pielaet-Strayer

 


​ Oberon sat in the mud, head slumped beneath the
weight of his helmet, and listened to the rain dance atop his
battle armour. The rain fell in steaming curtains, drumming the
sloppy, war-torn earth. It trickled from the heavy armour, rinsing
away the blood and grime, pooling around his boots. The swordsman
shifted within the uncomfortable armour and leaned his sword
against his shoulder and removed his helmet. He gazed upward into
the churning sky, listening to the bright knell of rain, the
whispering steam. He concentrated only on these assorted noises;
rain on armour, rising steam, thunder growling in the distance. He
pretended not to hear the other sounds.

He watched the
sky. Already, crows had begun to amass. Whirling patches of black.
Drawing nearer. Like flies. It was the stench that attracted them,
Oberon knew. The raw, sour stench of battle. Of meat starting to
decay. Of stiffening limbs and spilled blood and loose excrement.
Shit and decay. It rose with the steam, the stench, journeying to
the churning sky, drawing the crows and the flies.

The swordsman
let his head slump once more to his chest. He shut his eyes,
tightly, like a scared child in the dark, not wanting to see what
lay before him. The rain fell ceaselessly. All around him, as if
from the muddy earth itself, were the screams of people dying.
Oberon ignored them. Listen to the rain… They’re beyond your
help now.

The battle had
been earlier that morning. The valley where they’d warred was a
vast, stinking flatland of mud and gore. Broken halberds and
flagstaffs stuck up from the ground here and there like sickly
trees. Banners hung limp and torn, dripping rain and worse. Bodies
littered the earth; the bodies of men and other beings; the
creatures with which they’d been fighting; the bodies of elves and
trolls, fairies and goblins, half-giants and centaurs. Men stalked
the battlefield, armed with spears, silencing the screams of
survivors. There were to be no prisoners, not this day, no mercy.
Only death and total victory. Screams went spiralling up from the
fields, ending abruptly, dissipating into the air, with metronomic
regularity.

Oberon winced
at the sound of spear-tip piercing flesh, an agonized wail cut
suddenly short. He’d wanted no part in the cleanup. Let the dead
be dead, he thought, and let the living thank whatever gods
they prayed to for the life they had. Another scream went
quiet, like a tattered rope snapping. Another. With every passing
second, every plunging spear, a little more of the earth’s
remaining magic drained away. The time of magic was done; it was
the age of Man, now, a new era ushered in by the clash of swords
and an unremitting rain of blood-slicked spears. The screams seemed
never-ending. The rain fell. Thunder boomed.

In the semi-red
darkness of the swordsman’s closed eyes there came the sound of
coughing, followed by a faint moan. More coughing. Wet,
blood-choked. Wheezing. Someone struggling in the mud.

Oberon opened
his eyes.

The elf had
managed to roll itself over and lay on its back, head twisted and
facing Oberon. Its eyes were the colour of murky amethysts, wide
with fear, rolling to and fro as if searching for an escape. Blood
poured from a wound in the creature’s forehead. Its nose was
bleeding and crumpled and snot dribbled over its upper lip and its
mouth hung open, a jagged hole, broken bits of teeth jutting in
useless rows. It had sustained a terrible wound to the stomach and
its innards rested atop the ground; coiled, grey and steaming.
Oberon had believed it dead. He guessed the beast had maybe fifteen
minutes, twenty at most, before death claimed it. He wondered with
some indifference if it was perhaps his sword that had dealt the
final blow.

The elf writhed
weakly in the mud, like an earthworm left to dry. With every breath
it took, more blood bubbled out from between its shredded lips. The
swordsman watched. It had the appearance of a teenager, but one
could never tell. It’s the way with elves, he mused. They
don’t really age. Oberon himself was thirty years old. In that
time he’d had much experience with the elves. This one had the
rounded ears and long, hay-blonde hair of the Western People—the
last of the elves to succumb to the tide of Man.

It coughed and
began to cry; a soft, whimpering sound. Its tears brushed away the
blood and dirt on its cheeks. It began to mumble, inarticulate and
faint, pleading in its musical language to some deity of mercy and
life. Perhaps it’s praying for death, Oberon thought,
listening, gazing at the gaping, bleeding maw of the elf’s stomach.
Organs sliding out. Deep blood. So dark it was purple, mixing with
the mud, steaming in the rain.

Oberon, hand on
the pommel of his sword, hefted himself to his feet. He unsheathed
the blade and approached the elf. The elf’s eyes locked with his.
They widened impossibly as it tried to scoot away. Couldn’t move.
The whites of its eyes like crystals in the mud. It reminded Oberon
of the rabbits he’d once caught as a teenager, trying fruitlessly
to free themselves of his traps.

He stood above
the elf and pressed the point of his blade to the creature’s
undulating throat. Its breath came in grating bursts. As if
something deep inside was broken. Oberon held his sword, point
pressing into the elf’s throat, remembering the battle. The last
battle in the war for the supremacy of earth; the Great War;
Mankind against Magic. Remembering all the many battles beforehand,
the colonies of elves and goblins and other beings falling one
after the other in ruthless succession. The things he’d seen, done.
Goblin babies, dark and twisted, shrieking in their inhuman tongue,
stuck atop pikes. He remembered watching a man get ripped limb from
limb by a pack centaurs and he remembered a terrified elf woman,
cringing in the corner of a dark room as her village burned outside
and her kinsmen fell. Looming above the elf, sword poised for the
kill, Oberon recalled the world as it had been, saw how it now was.
He saw his role in the change; the darkness; the elf woman cringing
in a corner, trying to press herself into the wall; the sound of
swords biting into muscle and cutting through bone and the whistle
of arrows as they plummeted from the sky in volleys heavy as fog
...

OEBPS/cover.jpg





